Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
He had on this morning a slight duty, too, to which
he must attend. It was Laurette Permon's birthday; and
even in troubled times, young ladies set great store by
such occasions. So after much gazing in shop-windows
and bargaining with shopkeepers for a gift that would
not proclaim too loudly the state of his purse, he pre-
sented himself at the Permons' in his new captain's uni-
form, which had brighter insignia on the shoulders and a
trifle more of fancy buttonhole work on the broad rolling
lapels.
He found Madame Permon in a state of great distress.
She had always been subject to palpitations; but never,
she complained, had her heart been so tremulous as now.
"A man," she said, " has been searching this house! And
who do you think it was? An odious upholsterer, Thirion.
He solicited my trade a few Aveeks ago, and when I told
him I had a man who did over my chairs beautifully, he
flew into a rage and vowed vengeance.
"An hour ago he came back, declaring he had an order
for search given by some commune or club of his. He
called it a 'domiciliary visit,' And he went through every-
thing, my dear Napoleon, everything! Snooped through
my boudoir; turned over mattresses, even my most inti-
mate apparel."
Then, seeing Napoleon's quizzical look, and nettled by
it, she added with increased dignity: "I see you think we
submitted ignobly! Monsieur showed the heart of a lion,
I assure you. He held his pistol at the ruffian's breast; for
which brave act this Thirion threatens to throw him into
La Force."
Napoleon glanced at the bewildered botanist, who held
the ancient horse-pistol quite gingerly, looking not at all
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